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Summary:
Ashley has a little talk with her mother while she has her tied up in the basement.

Work Text:
While Andrew left to get their father, Ashley and her mother were alone in that dirty basement. There was an evident tension between them, and it's obvious that her mother refused to address her at all. It made her furious.

"So now." the young girl began to speak, playing with the gun in her hand. "You should tell me what is it that you were hiding from me, what were you trying to tell Andy earlier?"

The other woman just stared at her in annoyance, but then her expression softened as if hoping that her change of manner would get her out of this situation.

"My dear, why are you and your brother doing this? You know this is not needed at all, please untie me, we can sort this out."

Ashley looked at her with a blank expression, then she started laughing. "Are you seriously saying this now?! After letting us starve in that apartment for months? Refusing to even pick up my calls?" She yelled at her, holding the gun close to her head. "While you both were in here without any worries, we were on the verge of death, and you simply didn't care."

The way her mother looked at her with pure terror made her want to push this further, but she decided to let out a sigh and calm herself down. She promised Andy she wouldn't kill her, yet.

"Did you ever love me in the first place...?" she asked, for the first time in a long time, her voice breaking as she dropped the gun to the floor.

Mrs. Graves simply looked away, as if trying to figure out how to answer to such a thing. It was clear that she always cared more about Andrew, making sure he could get all her needs. Meanwhile with Ashley... Well, she was unlikeable, for anyone that was around her, she had always being a difficult child.

"Ashley, don't act as if i didn't try it with you. You always pushed me away, you were just a lost cause. It's been a rough couple of years for me. I know we aren't communicating as well as possible and you guys are going through some tough times but there is always light at the end of the tunnel, i am willing to fix this." She could feel her mother was lying to her and that she wasn't getting all the truth from her.

"No, you can't fix this." she replies coldly, getting on her knees to her eye level. "But i can." She reached out to grab the gun once again.

"Don't you dare," her mother hissed, but she couldn't move, not even to slap Ashley away, the way she squirmed made the other girl laugh.

"How does this feel?" she smirks and then plants surprisingly soft kisses around her neck, then she goes up to whisper in her ear. "I won't let you forget this... Check this out, your last moments of life spent getting fucked by your own daughter!" she laughs at her own words.

It was creepy.

Mrs. Graves felt ashamed and uneasy as she turned her head away. "You are not my daughter," she said under her breath when she saw how she ran her hands over her thighs and kissed her neck. This made Ashley stop for a moment, looking at her with anger, she slapped her and pointed the gun at her face. After the young woman's slap, Mrs. Graves began to look at her daughter with a profound hatred in her eyes.

"You are lucky that i haven't blown your brains out by now." There was a clear frustration behind her words, she wanted her mother to actually love her, not treat her like a broken toy.

Quite funny knowing the situation they were in.

She pressed herself to her mother's body and pushed the gun against the woman's lips. Slowly but surely... "Open your fucking mouth, or else..." She growled looking into her mother's eyes. The woman slowly opened her mouth as a way of submission, ready for whatever would come next, hoping to get shot.

But instead, Ashley sighed deeply and pressed it more inside.

"I don't believe it, you really do want this." Mrs. Graves said with disgust in her voice as she was being forced to perform such a degrading act on her own daughter. However, the way Ashley moved the gun around inside of her mouth made her squirm slightly.

"You would rather get shot than have me... do you hate me that much...?" The young woman replied, almost breaking down as the tears started rolling down her face. Ashley had never felt anything like this before, it was a strange mixture of anger, sadness, and lust.

She pulled the gun down for now and composed herself, whipping off her tears, her usual self returning now.

Then she lifted the hem of her mother's skirt, revealing her damp panties, and she started caressing through the fabric of it. Ashley let her middle finger trace over the woman's slit. Her fingers were hot and oily with sweat, sliding along the woman's thighs and up inside of her skirt. When she found the wet spot between her legs, she snarled. "You still fucking like it, don't you?" She looked up at her mother's face, grinning a wicked smile as she brushed her thumb against her clothes, slowly teasing them down off of her hips.

The woman tries to fight back against her daughter's advances but it's clear that she's losing control over herself as pleasure begins to override any rational thinking or self-preservation instincts. She can feel how her body is betraying her, responding to this unwanted attention despite all her protestations and denials.

"Fuck you, Ashley!" she yelled at her daughter. She was about to say more but she was interrupted by a gasp coming out of her own lips once Ashley pulled her panties aside and teased her entrance, dripping with her juices.

She then got a crazy idea, it was risky, but damn did it turn her on.

She led the gun towards her mother's pussy, rubbing the cold tip against it. This made the woman feel the urge to scream, but nothing came out. "N-no! Stop... don't..." she begged weakly, yet unable to stop herself from arching into the pleasure that was being brought upon her, even if she felt disgusted at herself.

Ashley was starting to get aroused by the sounds of protest and the squirming, her mother's hands were tied behind her back so she couldn't do much to stop what was happening. The young woman bit down on her bottom lip as she continued to rub the gun against it, watching how she squirmed in fear.

"Oh you like this! You're such a freak" she laughs mockingly, pulling the gun down to a side. "Maybe you do want this after all." she leaned her head down, until she was right in front of her mother's wetness, before she did anything, she looked up at Mrs. Graves. The fear in her eyes only fueled her even more. She couldn't help it, but the way the woman squirmed and begged for mercy was very hot to her, almost enough to make her give up on this crazy idea of hers. Almost.

At this point, she had expected to be shot but instead felt Ashley's tongue lapping at her pussy. Ashley's mother was already feeling the onset of an orgasm, but she tried to ignore it. She didn't want to give in to her daughter's twisted desires. Her mother squirmed some more, clearly not liking the idea but starting to feel a bit better about everything.

"I-I... I don't know why you're doing this..." said Mrs. Graves, breathing heavily from the assault. "But... if anything, just don't hurt me." She then gasped again when her daughter continued to pleasure her, causing her hips to lift slightly off the ground as she moaned out loud.

"You won't even notice" she smiles as she continues eating her out. Knowing her plans afterward.

The woman was starting to tremble as the orgasm slowly built up inside of her. All she could think about was releasing everything within herself without restraint or caution. That idea alone made the situation even worse for her.

"Oh... oh..." She moaned out loud again as her orgasm hit full force. It took all her strength not to scream or cry out when it did but somehow she managed through sheer willpower alone.

Ashley looked up at her mother, her face covered in the woman's juices. She licked her lips clean and pulled away.

"That was great... Such a shame we won't be able to repeat it..." she said smirking playfully, leaving the basement.

Wait...

What did she mean by that?